


There are many old friends in the first volume of Very elegantly bound, gilt edges. "The book is sure of a wide and hearty welcome.” 


i’ Pictures from Punch,’ which is issued with a capital — Scotsman, 


portrait of Mr. F. C. Burnand to serve as frontispiece **The goodly array of long-buried treasures is 
»a collection of some of the most graphic illustra- laid open to the public, and the public, if we 


gons that have appeared in our time-honoured con- mistake not, will gladly hurry up to the show,”"— 


emporary."—Dasly Telegraph. FROM ff 53 | Birmingham Post. 
| “As good wine needs no bush, so these pictures * Nothing better than the first volume of ‘ Pictures 


i no commendation. The book contains some of from Punch’ could be mentioned or desired,”"— 
t illustrations in Punch.” — Yorkshire Post, Volume I, Price 6|-. Aberdeen Free Press. 
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TRY IT IN YouR BATH. 
SCRUBB’S |=.) AMMONIA, 


MAAVELLOUS PREPARATION 


1894. 


Refreshing as a Turkish Bath. 
Invaluable for all Toilet purposes 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 

Ke es Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, &e. 
Restores the Colour to Carpets. 

Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 
1s. bottle for six to ten baths. 

Of all Grocers, Chemists, &c. 


SCRUBB & Co., 328 Southwark Street, 8.E. 
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‘SAMUEL BROTHERS. 
SCHOOL OUTFITS. 


Messrs. SAMUEL 
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AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 
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SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 
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OXFORD. -MITRE HOTEL, 


ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELA IN THE een | 


SORE THROATS 


CURED BY | 
Condy’s Remedial Fluid, | 


The Sovereign cure for 


SORE THROATS, 
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Remedial directions free from 
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A com bination by the Growers of high 
class Brat Champagne with Coca Leal 
bkutract. A most wonderful tonic for | 
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“THE HALL OF A THOUSAND | 
COLUMNS” 


AT CONSTANTINOPLE, 


We went, afloat in that strange 
boat, 
Fair maiden, and you studied 
Those tunnels’ striking beauty, 


ike 
The Underground if flooded. 


The light grew pale, asin some tale 
Of mystery by Haccarp. 
At rest I sat, relieved of that 
Huge box with which I'd stag- 
gered. 


| staggered so all round the show | 
With that delightful packet, | 
Full of ‘* Delight”—so vast, I 
might 
With wicked words attack it. 


The tunnels past, we came at last 
Tolight, from darkness solemn— 
The Hall where stand, on either 


hand, 
A thousand sorts of column. 


So it 1s said, but then one’s head, 

teflected as one passes, [rows 
Too plainly shows the endless 
Are laoly looking-glasses. 


A harmless sham, of which I am 
Now saying nothing spiteful— 
Your face is fair, so is your hair, 
Your smile is quite delightful. 


Could we have stayed all day, 
sweet maid, 
I should not have objected ; 
Your pretty face all round the 


Pp ace 
Was endlessly reflected. 


Mrs. R. is very fond of flowers, | ‘‘ULLo, THompson ! 
but she says she would not stay in| a Lone Distance, I Fear!” 
the Conservatory on the top of | 
Ben Nevis all through the winter 
for anything. 


SEE you! 


TRUE LOYALTY. 


Popular Colonel (to Sergeant, up for annual Sergeants’ Dinner) 
So GLAD TO 8EE You! 


Sergeant, ‘‘ THANK You, COLONEL! 
AND As FoR your FuygrAL, Stn—wnuy, I'D COME TO IT 
FROM THE OTHER END oF THE WorLD!” 

' 


MRS. R.'S REMINISCENCES. 


Mrs. R.’s memory fails her a 
bit now and then, especially in old 
and familiar quotations. ‘* Ah,” 
she said, speaking of her nephews 
and nieces at school; ** how lucky 
they are! Such nice books to 
read! Why, when I was young 
we had only a few we used to read 


| 





over and over again; and I re- | 


member a poem—let me see, 
‘The Battle of ——’ 1 forget 
exactly, but I know it was sup- 
posed to be somebody of the name 
of Old Gasper—so called, I dare 
say, from his shortness of breath, 
that’s by what they term ‘ poetical 
licenses ’—and it ran like this :— 
It was a summer's afternoon, 
Old Gasren’s work was done, 


I don’t know what work it was, 
and I don’t think it was men- 


| 
| 
| 


tioned in the poem—but that is | 


neither here nor there— 
Old Gasren's work was done, 
And he behind the kitchen door 
| }Was sweating in the sun, 


1 don’t quite see how the sun got 
| behind the kitchen door, but that 
depends on the way you ’re stand- 
|ing. I think the expression in the 


| 


| last line vulgar, decidedly, but it | 
| didn’t strike us so when we were | 


|mere children, And then I re- 
member his grandson, ‘ Little 


PirrrKiy,’ asks him a lot of ques- | 


tions; and Old Gasrer's answer 
was always the same,— 
‘Why that I cannot tell,’ says he, 
* But "twas a famous victory.’ 
And he went on repeating the 
You 've HAD To come same thing at the end of every 


verse, in the most irritating man- | 
, we were | 
fond of Old Gasper and PrryyEty. 


I’p come awy Distance toner. But, as chil 


I’ve never seen them since,” 








SOME VIEWS ON THE MONEY MARKET. 


Dear Mr. Powrcn, 

I have been forced to study the Money Market. This was how 
it happened. Having injured my right hand, which I now carry in a 
sling, I am under considerable Glveinans in reading my morning 
paper in a crowded railway carriage. Those who have ever tried to 
unfold, re-fold, and double back an elusive broadsheet with the left 
hand alone, will appreciate my difficulties. There is nothing more 
perverse or malignant in existence than a newspaper for which a 
man can only use his left hand. One corner of it 1s sure to insert 

| itself into your neighbour's eye, while another corner is engaged in 
ruffling the opposite man’s top hat, and when you have more or 
less completed the process, you will find probably that you hold in 
| your hand an irregularly formed ball, which has no resemblance 

whatever to a newspaper. 
Well, the other morning I bought my newspaper, and took the 
| only vacant seat in a smoking-carriage on the District Railway. I 
sat still for some time, and then began to shake out the paper. 
| A very os gentleman o ite (I do not know his name, but I 
| hereby thank him for his kindly sympathy) perceived my difficulty, 
and offered to help me. He took the paper from my willin 
hand, and folded it so that I could read the leading articles an 
the foreign intelligence. These took me comfortably through three 
stations, but as there were five still left, and as | was anxious to read 
some political speeches and the law intelligence, I was not satisfied. 
However, I couldn't begin the struggle afresh, so with a sigh I laid 
the paper down. My sympathetic Friend observed my predicament, 
and once again offered to help me. With deft hands he rearranged 
the paper and handed it back to me saying, in a tone of smiling in- 
terrogation, ‘‘ Money Market, I suppose?” Now, if there is one 
thing I never read in the daily paper, it is the Money Market. 
have never understood it, and never shall, but what was I to do? 
ere was the paper; neatly folded, with nothing but ** Money 
ines” 





I | pany. 


friend's kindness. How was I to explain to him that I didn’t want 
to read the Money Market ? He would probably have thought me a 
maniac and treated me ym ys I therefore resi 

reading what was before me with as good a grace as 
and for the benefit of my fellow-men I here beg to offer the result of 
my investigations. 


ed myself to | 
could muster, | 


I have no doubt the article I read was a nice article, written with a | 
due regard to accuracy and with a literary style appropriate to the | 


subject treated of. , 
breath away. The writer said: 


“Short money was distinctly scarce to-day, which was not surprising.” 


I beg to assure him that he is entirely mistaken. It was surprising, 
for it certainly startled me to learn that money possessed degrees of 
height. I know what it is to be short of money, but I don’t suppose 
that condition is particularly scarce, But it had never struck me 
that money, as money, could be tall or short, or could, in fact, have 
any other size than that ordained by the authorities of the Mint. 
Finally, I came to the conclusion that short money must mean three- 
penny pieces, though I am still without an idea as to why three- 
penny pieces should have been searce last Wednesday. But I had 
not done with short money, for I learnt immediately afterwards that 


“ The temporary tightness of short money kept discount rates fairly steady, 
and fine three months’ bills were quoted at 1} per cent.” 


I began to see light. If short money gets temporarily tight, it is 
perhaps natural that it should make itself scarce. But then | was 
thrown back again. That in this inebriated condition, short money 
should have been able to keep anything else fairly y was more 
than I could believe. I can only regret that fine three months’ bills 
should have allowed themselves to be seen in such disreputable com- 
After this I was not surprised to learn that ‘* African Cy. 
Perps. had fallen,” consequent, no doubt, on a collision with short 
money in a state of temporary tightness. 


Yours pecuniarily, A VAGRANT. 


The first statement, however, fairly took my | 
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Market” and “* showing. I could not presume again on my 
VOL. CVI. 
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*‘On ! THE NICEST THINGS ! 


AND THE BEAR. 


Madame La République. 


OR, BEAUTY 


A SOFT ANSWER ; 


** WHAT HAS HE BEEN SAYING TO you?” 





Bruin (rather suspiciously). 














Marcu 17, 1894. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 











4 ) Poi my he | 
1 J se \ 4 >, 
ww a {reRey 


Butler. ‘Mrs, Conen |” 


Mr. Jones, ‘‘ Watcn Mrs. Conew 1s THat? 
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Nor Mrs. Conen wee Isaacson?” 


Mrs, Brown. ‘‘EvipENTLy Not. Mrs, Conen wez rerrovsst, | sHOULD THINK!” 








A SOFT ANSWER. 


[“ Lord Dt FFERIN’S speech in Paris, containing such laudatory opinions 
of Russia that it is already called the ‘ Russophile oration’ of a British 
Ambassador, has fairly taken the Russians by surprise.”’—Zimes, March 9.] 


SceNE—A Banqueting Hall in Lovely Lutetia, the City of Light. 


Conciliator (sweetly). Peace, my dear lady, perfect peace, is, like 
happiness our being’s end and aim—your being’s, my being’s, 
Brurn’s being’s—Everybody’s being’s end and aim! Under its 
blessed auspices alone, indeed, is human happiness attainable. 

Beauty (blandly). Ah, Ciel, how true! eams. 

Bruin (aside). Hamph! Those two seem on excellent terms! 
Wonder what they’re talking about. Broods, 
_ Conciliator. War hasn’t a friend left in the wide world. Wealth, 
Civilisation, Science, Literature, Art, Commerce (especially Com- 
merce—ask that dear good Biowunt), Morality, Manners, and the 
Map of Europe—all, all against it ! 

Beauty (compassionately). Poor War! ‘ Remote, unfriended, 
solitary, slow” (as your so charming poet puts it); one almost pities 
its sombre isolation. 

Coneiliator (merrily). Oh, well, War is a most unmitigated bad 
lot, you know—an incorrigible mauvais sujet, and your pretty com- 
passion is wasted on it. You might as well weep over the spifflication 
of oe Jabberwock ! 

eauty (pensively). Yes—I suppose so—and yet—la Gloire—mes 
braves soldats—a-h-h-h! [Hums ‘Ah! que j’ aime les Militaires!” 

( wena ths ges pameene . Fear not, Madame, for the objects, | 
the very nat and proper objects, of your flattering preference. 

e more Peace we have, the more soldiers we require—to keep it. 

Beauty (apparently much relieved). Ah, quite so! Of course! | 
How comforting you are, and how rary clevare ! !! | 

Bruin (aside), She fawns on him! I must look into this. 

Coneiliator (observing him). But who, after all, is the first and 
best, most potent, and devoted friend of Peace ? 

_ Beauty (shrugging her oe Que sais-je, moi? 
Cnegmne, eet = —what you call a rid-del ? 
onciliator (deprecatingly). Is thy servant a Sphinx that he 
hing ? 


should ask this t 
Beauty (smiling). Well, truly, the Sphinx must have been—what 
’ She was Egyptian, hein ? 


Glows 


C'est une 


you call “a bore. 


| together. 


Conciliator (quickly). Ah, now you would make me play (dipus ! 
Which is not my métier, I assure you, any more than the ré/e of 
Sphinx. Next to the pest who goes about asking burning ques- 
tions, is the pragmatical prig who goes about giving, answers to 
them. 

Beauty (suggestirely). Unless they are soft answers ? 

Conciliator. ’Tis not always so easy to find soft answers to 
hard questions, But as I was about to say, the Best Friend of 
pease is, without question, your devoted—and watchful—partner, 
SRUIN. 

Beauty. You say that? 

Conciliator (with emphasis), A 

Beauty. How nice of you! 
hear it ! 

Conciliator, Oh, he knows it is my opinion, which indeed I have 
often expressed before. I am one of his warmest admirers—a true 
Russophile. Anything more handsome than his conduct in the 
matter of Ishak Khan, and frontier questions generally, I cannot con- 
ceive. Ah, he’s a dear, faithful fellow. And as Friend of Peace !— 
well, like Otus and Ephialtes, in the Z/iad, he and—another, hold 
Mars chained between them : 


“ The mighty Mars, in mortal fetters bound, 
And lodg’d in brazen dungeons underground, 
These many years imprisoned roars in vain, 
Otus and Ephialtes hold the chain.” 


nd mean it, Madame! 
And how pleased he will be to 


Unfortunately the chain—whose links are of gold, and need continual 
strengthening—is a little expensive. 

Beauty (sighing). Yes, indeed! However, I trust “‘the great 
stream of tendency” you speak of will draw us three yet closer 

[Thy separate, saluting cordially. 

Bruin (approaching Beauty, doubtfully), What has that fellow 
been saying to you ? 

Beauty (with ee Oh, the nicest things—about you ! ! / 

Bruin (softened). You don’t say so? 

Beauty. But 1 do, mon ami! Had it been a lady who said them I 
should have been jealous. All ardent admiration—for you as the 
Friend of Peace and best of good fellows! All courtesy, goodwill, 
and conciliatory spirit! And—listen! [ Whispers in his ear. 

Bruin (scratching it with half pleased perplexity), Well—well— 
well! I’d no idea he was so fond of me, ce cher Durrerty ! 

Beauty. Doats on you, my dear! [Left wondering. 
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A NICE POINT, 


| “Tar Nice Canprivers.” Under this 
very attractive heading, which announced an 
| exceptional set of cabdrivers so contrary to 
| the experience of all Londoners, many ladies 
were disappointed at finding that the para- 
graph in question, which appeared in the 
Mor ning ost. refi rred to t 1e eabdrive rs or 
roturiers of Nice, which is quite another 
affair. These cabbies had heen ina body to 
the Mayor to protest against the excursions 
in and about Nice got up by a celebrated 
| English Tourist Agency, which excursions 
made considerable incursions into the gains 
| formerly made by these native cabmen. Such 
a way of depriving them of their fares wasn’t 
1 fair way of doing business. The magistrate 
agreed. If ‘‘ the well-known Tourist Agency ” 
| alluded to in the Post was ‘ Coox’s,” then 
the magistrate may be credited with having 
judicially decided that too many Coox’s ex- 
cursions were calculated to spoil the cabmen’s 
broth. It is true his Worship might have 
added that one Tourist Company only assisted 
another Tourist Company, as in taking out 
his parties to view the environs, ‘‘ Coox” 
enly took them to “Gaze.” However, the 
magistrate showed his sympathy with the 
feelings of the Nice cabmen who had turned 
nasty by fining the representative of the 
celebrated Tourist Agency, and bidding him 
not to repeat the offence. The paragraph above 
alluded to should have had the § iakspearian 
heading, = Excursions and Alarms te 


Mrs. R. hopes all the basilisks are gone, 
and that there will be no more influenza. 


Pe 
th, | J 
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SENTIMENT. 


haranque from his Father, who is growing hotter and redde; 


Bir or CoLtour, IF You LIKE!” 





** By Jove, THAT'S A FINE 








HER TOOTHACHE, 


( rater one what has dimmed your smile, 
Which makes the hearts of age and youth 
ache ? 
Why are you sad; why look so bad? 
You have—you don't say so—the toothache ? 


I thought that when we met to-day 

We should forget each rude, uncouth ache, 
In perfect bliss, and now you ’ve this 

I'd like to swear—this beastly toothache ! 


Those soft, fair cheeks, that rosy mouth— 
Oh, dash it all!—must now, forsooth, ache. 
You ought to see the dentist, he 
Can cure undoubtedly the toothache. 


He ’d stop the horrid pain which makes 

My heart, like your poor face in truth, 
ache. 

‘“* He’s stopped,” you say, ‘‘my tooth to-day. 

Hang him! He’s given you the em 


” 


Looking down in the mouth. 


THE BOAT-RACE, 
Ir is very difficult to say which crew will 
win the Boat-race. The Oxford men are 
bound up with Corron ; the Cambridge men 
are rowing under a Foae, If, however, 
Oxford require a Caum of comfort they can 
reflect that, though the Cambridge No. 6 may 
be Brann, their own is certain to row hard 
for a Srretcn, while their stroke, being 4 | 
Pitman, may be trusted to dig them in. If | 
Cambridge want to win they will have to Bree 
their hardest. Prussic acid, please. No cards. 


-| 
| 


Tae Daty News.—There was very little | 
room fer improvement where all was so good. 
But a mend visit to DaLy’s sets us a think- 
ing that it would be difficult just now for 
any manager to produce Twelfth Night, and 
‘*eo one better.” Miss Apa Renan must | 
reckon this as perhaps her best impersona- 
tion, bar one, given in London. Mr. Grorok 
CrarKe, as Malvolio, is capital, and Mr. | 
Lewis, Miss Carnertye Lewis, and the rest | 
of the merry roistering party, are hard to | 
beat. The solo and part-singing and the 
music throughout is charming. Those cmeng 
us who fear being bored by a classic should | 
just step into Daxy’s and learn how the Bard 
was not for an age or for any particular 
country, but for all time and for all sorts and 
conditions of men and women, and how the 
humour and the fun is as fresh as ever it was 
three centuries ago. We have to thank our 
American Cousins for this Twelfth Night treat. 
Truly they ‘‘take the (Twelfth Night) cake. 


Tue real ‘‘ De Beers Mines” are at Burton- 
on-Trent. 
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** An old knight’s head on shoulders young ! 


ENTERING THE LISTS. 


““___like that AntnHuR who, with lance in rest, 
From spur to plume a star of tournament, 
Shot through the lists at Camelot, and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings.” 

“ The Passing of Arthur.” 


Laptres and kings! And ail unite 

Loud cheers to lift, pink palms to smite 

In praise of him the gay young knight, 
So smooth, and strong, and stately, 
From spur to plume”’ the lists’ new star, 
As bright in peace, as brave in war ; 


A level head, a winni 
Cou 


se 


e as cautious as high-strung, 
And pulses firm and steady ! 
A Lancelot’ s fire, yet humorous-cool, 
Young chief of the Ulysses school 
Whom wit forbids to play the fool 
Headlong and heady!” 
So veteran voices round the ring 
Proclaim. Minstrels, no doubt, will sing 
His feats anon ; to-day the thing 
Is for amused sagacity 
To smile, and nod, and wag wise head 


Yon stand the shields his lance must touch 
In challenge! Do they hope too much 
Who deem fierce charge and iron clutch, 
To smite, and thrust, and better, 
Are his, as well as tourney-skill ? 
Will deeds heroic pulses thrill 
As in the days of Grand Old Witt ? 
Time test that matter ! 
How deems ** the bold Sir Bedirere”’ 
Who bears the champion’s untried spear, 
And who awhile was held so near 
The championship’s succession 
No matter that "Phe trumpets bray, 


tongue, 


by = ' : At rival parties all full-fed The lists are loud in plaudits gay. 
Or if some sc te red ape Jar, With hope from shrewdness, tact high-bred, He of all hearts and fine to-day 
ey jar not greatly. And calm ity. Holds proud possession, 


A wondrous concord of acclaim Extremes do meet—in 
To greet so young a champion’s name ! 
But he no stranger is to fame, 

To the tough fray no stranger. 
A good owe he, and sturdy spear. 
Those quiet lips and glances clear 
Though smiling, are not wont to fear 

The face of danger. 


And easy seat in 
True “ star of 


praise of him, 
Young knight, of no Titanic limb, 
But cool bright glance } nought can dim, 
e. 
tournament” he seems, 
Yet sense in those calm optics gleams, 
He’s slave to no knight-errant dreams, 
No Quirote twaddle! 


Punch, who has praised him, squire and 
In many a council, many a fight, [knight, 
> ~¥ at the radiant sight 

nd general gratulation. 
Young knight! You will go fast and far, 
Whether in ** gentle joust ” or war! 
To-day at least there’s nought to jar 

On exultation. 





| is nothing if not picturesque, t 7 





SHE-NOTES. 
By Borera SmupGIToON. 
With Japanese Fan de Siécle Illustrations by Mortarthurio Whiskersly. 
PART IL 


Sue is lying on her back in a bog-stream. Strangely enough 
there are white clouds waltzing along the sky. To her fancy, which 
: are a troop of fairy geese on their 
way to Michaelmas. No?’ well then, plainly they are Antony and 
CreopatRa. And oh! the dalliance, the wild free life of Egypt! 


| No dinners to order; very little washing on Mondays. 
Presto! In imagination she is on a stage. She is a Tableau 
She has pink 





| They will never know that we are 


Vivant! All the fauteuils have their glasses up. 
overalls, with a cestus round her 


a climax the minutest detail should not escape her. 


Am I right in 
thinking that no novelist has as yet detect 


this remarkable phe- 


nomenon? He comes nearer (I mean the grey man). His skin 
beneath his collar blushes a rich cobalt. ‘Is my little moment 
up?” he His stop-watch is in his trembling hand.) 


gasps. 

‘** Lord! what a cheek you have!” ‘ Don’t, oh, don’t say that!” 
** Very well, I withdrawit.” ‘‘ But listen!” (she is dropping asleep) ; 
** listen, I say!” (she will be snoring directly) ; ‘‘if m i 
really ended—and my stop-watch points to the fact—and if you mean 
to send me away, hang something white on the gooseberry-bush (our 
gooseberry-bush) to-morrow about the ninth hour!” She rises and 
is gone like a water-snake. : ‘i j E 

It is to-morrow about the eighth hour. She is still in bed. There 
is a nod at the window. It is all right; only a blushing sweet- 
william, On the mantel-piece is 





neck. Her lissom limbs scintillate ; 
she dances slightly. K1Lanyi says 
she must try and keep still. A 
moment more and there is a lovely 
ceat-call from the gullery; she can 
still hear it above the orchestra, as 
the next tableau is being wheeled 
on. It was a supreme keynote! 

_ And the other women? Crushed, 
joyless, machines — misunder- 
stood! How can the dense brute 
male read the enigma of the Female 
Idea ? They think us innocent! 
not we! but we all keep up the 
deception and lie courageously. 


really primitive, untamable, in- 
eradicable animaleule. 
“Got the blue devils, little 





them last.) 


witch?” (It isthegrey man. He 
has dro his drawl and his fly- 
book. They have been getting on 
nicely, thank you, since we saw 


* Yes, we are all witches, we 
women. We can read men but 
they can’t read us.” ‘“*Can’t J read you ?” 
me? Yes, perhaps just a little. You have a dash of the Everlast- 
ing Female in you.” As she speaks she rolls up her shawl into an 


| infinitesim 


ny 
** Well, look here” (desperately). ‘* What do you say toatripin my 
yacht? Southern seas! Venice! Constantinople! Olympia! And 
then, when the winds are hushed and the steam is shut off for the 
night, we would fly with no visible means of locomotion over the 
silvery deep! You smile? Whereis the pain?” ‘‘Oh! if I could 
only have the yacht without you in it!” (He winces.) ‘* Yes, I say, 
ive us women freedom we wi all one better than 
Napotgon. Newson knew nothing of the eternal I! Bah! and he was 
blind in the other.” ‘* You strange creature !” 
| only true. Were I more elusive ight be more fascinating.” 
| _ A long silence broken only by the 
| is charged like a battery. 


| 


grasshonper has strained his Acbilles-tendon. Curious that at such 





“* Me, the real ineffable ; coin in her dress-pocket. 
| tails, he goes! 


** No, not strange ; | 


irp of a grasshopper. The air | 
It seems that a submarine cable connects | 
| era two souls. Nevertheless, she distinctly observes that the 


a daguerreotype of her late aunt, 
. ina velvet bodice and other things. 
But it is not that which drives her 
crazy. It is her husband’s cheery 
pick-axe in the garden. Is he 
really digging her grave? Why, 
surely, no; he is simply arranging 
the onion-bed. Yet what an in- 
teresting corpse she would make! 
The pity is that one can never see 
one’s own corpse in the glass. 
Stay, is that Bersy? ‘ Oh! 
Betsy” (the young cook enters 
demurely for orders), ‘I wonder 
had you evera lover?” “ Well, 
Ma’m, what do you think?’ 
‘Say, what happened him, any- 
way’” ‘* Why, he left me, 
Ma’m, left me for Another; 
and” (regretfully) ‘“‘we might 
have married, and had such 
heavenly twins; and, oh! he had 
such a beautiful crest on his 

writing-paper!”’ 
A moment’s tension follows; the 











moment is | 





next sees the lady feeling for a | 


She spins it deftly. ‘* Heads, he stays! 
ails! by all that is virtuous,” 

*Bersy!” (Her voice is firm, like a quickset hedge.) 
I cannot spare my ‘nighty’ just now, but your white apron will do 
as well, You do bes me, don’t you?” (Kisses her.) ‘* Then for my 
sake go and hang yourself for a little while on the gooseberry-bush., 
Mind! the satura back 1” ** Yes, Ma’m.” 

A rare fidelity! And so few men could have understood or even 
spelt the why in Betsy ! . . : 

Two hours later she wakes up, and remembers the faithful girl ! 
Perhaps it is even now too late! She hurries through her toilet. 
The daguerreotype shows no sign. Threads of bogwool float per- 
sistently in the summer air. She is by the gooseberry-bush with a 
stout pair of scissors. Too late! The girlis gone! Another hand, 
a hand that held a stop-watch, has cut her down, and Betsy is by 
this time a free and unfettered woman, on her way to a yacht. 

The grey man, after all, had his consolation. 


“ Bersy ! | 
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itry Gentleman (to nervous man, 


IN T OFF 


LAYS FROM THE 
Il.—A TOAST 
Frit up your glasses! Bumpers round 
(of Scotland's mountain dew! 
With triple clink my toast you'll drink, 
he Links I pledge with you: 
he | inks that bind a million hearts, 
There's magic in their name, 
The Links that lie ‘neath every sky, 
And the Royal and Ancient Game! 


\ health to all who “* miss the globe,” 
rhe special ** stars’’ who don’t ; 

May thousands thrive to tee and drive 
As Jehu’s self was wont! 

No tee without a caddie—then 
The caddies with acclaim ! 

A health, I say, to all who play 
rhe Royal and Ancient Game! 


Long life to all who face the foe. 
And on the green “ lie dead”! 
An envied lot, as all men wot, 
For gallant ** lads in red” 
Where balls fly fast and iron-shots plough 
Win medals, trophies, fame ; 
Your watchword ‘ *Fore!” One cheer—tw 
more 
For the Royal and Ancient Game! 


The 7 


LINKS. 


‘ toe and heel it” on the green 
u'll make your partner swear), 
But +i ll be bound your dance, a round, 

With luck will end all square 


whom he 


Nervous Man heartily). * WwW W 





ALL HER PLAY. 


By Jove, O_tp CuHap, 
WISH TO GoopNEss I WERE!” 


has mounted), * 


Then, ‘Royal and Ancient Game, accept 
This tribute lay from me 

From me then take, for old ‘sake’ s sake, 
This toast—Long life to thee! 

A long, long life to thee, old friend— 
None worthier the name 

With three times three, long life to thee, 
O Royal and Ancient Game! 


THE NEW BROOM AND THE NEW WHIP. 


Mr. Tuomas Ecxisis to be the New Govern- 
ment Whip. Humph! Prominent Welsh 
member—very advanced Radical —new man 
—totally disconnected with old ‘‘ Patronage 
Secretary” traditions of wealth and family in- 
fluence! Exis'sfirst state will hardly be Eliis- 
ian onefears. But Punch wishes him success. 
One fancies one can hear the new PREMIER 
piping—after ** The Admiral’s Broom” 

“A new Whip at the fore! ”’ said he, 
‘A Welsh Whip is the sign for me, 
That the world may know 
Fresh nous and go 
Rule the Lib-e-ral Par-tee !” 











A Bad Second to Sir Edwin. 


** Lo! as the wind is, so is mortal life, 
A moan, a sigh, a sob, a storm, a strife; 
Or naught is solid in this tearful vale, 
And everything is ** very like a wail!” 


” 


Berore THe Boat-race.—A young lady of 


Win, lose, or halve the match—what odds *— sporting proclivities told Mrs. R. that ‘* she 


We love our round the same : 
Though luck take wing, 
thing,” 
rhe Royal and Ancient Game! 
> > . . 


“the play’s the 


and 
* How un- 


went to see the crews practising, 
* spotted ’ her favourite blue.”’ 
fortunate! ’’ exclaimed Mrs. R., sympathetic- 
ally; “but I think I know a receipt for 
taking out the  apeta.” 


NEVER 


SAW THE MARE SO FRESH! TAKE CARE 


“HON! SOIT qui MAL Y PENSE.” 


[“ Anyone who not only drinks alcoholic liquor 
out of a shoe, but permits others to do so, is unfit 
for Human Society.” 

Mr. Harris, in a recent suit.) 


Way, Mr. Harnis, why this harsh decree ? 
Since Royal Evwaxp honoured Beauty’s knee 
The Socialist, more social, cotte que cotite, 
Going one better, honours Beauty’s foot, 
And, lest the Democratic mug looks glum, 
Quaffs from Northampton’s C a oe 
Why, if we do not drink to inebriety, 
Should such a cup unfit us for Society ? 
Are shoes inhuman, or is drinking bestial ? 
To true men ** Wein und Weib” are both 
celestial. 
The gallant Seciincer, if tales be true, 
Toasted the fair one from her dainty shoe, 
And Social Democrats have this of human, 
That they can play the fool about a woman. 
But, Mr. Hargis, Mr. Harris, you 
Deserve no love, for slighting Beauty’ 8 shoe. 
You should be handed o'er to Mrs. Grundy, 
With cameo brooch, long chain, and silks 0’ 


Sunday, ; 
Who’d brand the Graces as three foreign 
shockers, 
And cram poor Cupid into knickerbockers. 
Yes, — brave days of powder and of 
pate 
Such brief abandonment of joy would snatch, 
And modern Democrats the same would win, 
Proving that woman makes the whole world 


in, 
We want no legal phantom of propriety 
To fix his Human canons of Society. 
But soft. No comment on a law report! 
‘** Honour the King !”—here’s no contempt 
of Court. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | 
‘“‘ReEcoMMEND me a good 
novel,” write his many friends 
to the Baron, to whom present- 
ly hedoth reply, unhesitatingly: 
Ask for Hooks of Steel, and 
see that yougetit.” ’Tiswrit by 
one Heten Prornero Lewis, 
and published by Messrs, 
Hourcnuvson & Co., so now you 
know as much as the best-in- 
formed advertisement can tell 
you. "Tis a queertitle, nay, a 
bad title, “* a title,’ quoth the 
Baron, ** that set me against it 
for some time.”’ There it lay on 
his table neglected, when one 
afternoon, having unexpected- 
ly finished his tale of work, it 
oecurred to the mighty mind 
of the Baron, or the Baronial 
mind, that there might possi- 
bly be something sharp in 
Hooks of Steel. = Ladies and 
gentlemen, my readers all, ’tis 
a very powerful novel, a well- 
imagined, well-developed plot, 
worked out by means tho- 
roughly original, and by simply 
natural characters.” To what 
is somewhat conventionally 
melodramatic in it, the abor- 
tiveabduction, to wit,the Baron 
has some objection ; not on the 
score of its improbability,—for 
who can say with certain given 
characters what may or may 
not be probable as long as the 
personages of the drama are 
represented as acting consist- 
ently with the characters as- 
signed to them by theirauthor ? 
Critically speaking as to the 
heroine, the making her such a 
student of SHAKSPEARE that 
she applies quotations to every 
situation in which she finds 


the same idea, always more or 
less wearisome, has been worked | 
to death, and long ago played 
out. Here it is quite unneces- | 
sary, and adds nothing to the 
humorous portions of the story, 
|which are good enough in 
| themselves and without this. 
Had the authoress, giving her | 
heroine’s childish reminis- | 
cences of home, written nothing | 
else but - py -) ~ 
summary of her early family 
history, it would have atoned 
for some dreary chapters, did 
any such exist. The Baron | 
begs to quote this passage :— | 
| “Of my father, I, though for | 
| different reasons, find it difficult | 
| towrite. He left when I was very 
j}young. He took the governess 
with him. I was glad of that.” 


Isn't it perfect? What a 
summary, The child was six 
or seven at the time, and just 
remembers her delight at the | 
removal of the governess, A | 
domestic drama in four lines: | 
the quintessence of pathos and | 
| humour combined, at least, so 
| thinks the Baron, nor can he | 
recall at this moment any pas- 
sage equally brief in Sterne 
or THackeray that tells a | 
whole drama of events and 
emotions in so few words. 
Read it, my friends, ye who | 
ask me for a book, says 

Tue Baron ve B.-W. 





Devicutep To Hear rr. 
The eminent physician, Sir 
Witt Broapsent, Bart., 
is restored to health. This 
is excellent news, and could 
hardly have been expected, 
seeing that the doctor who 


herself, is rather a nuisance to “ LABBY,” OR THE PARLIAMENTARY “ PETER BELL.” was first called in to attend 


the reader, and must have been 


somewhat hampering to the ‘A PRIMROSE BY 


his brother medico was awed ! | 
A RIVER'S BRIM, But Sir WILLIAM soon began | 


authoress, There are old farces A YELLOW PRIMROSE WAS TO HIM, to rally when complying with 
and antiquated novels in which AND IT WAS NOTHING MORE.” — Wordsworth. his adviser’s Ord-inances. 








“THE NURSERY OF THE STAGE.” 
How marvellous is Mr. Artnoor Roserts in Don Juan at the 
be a gentleman bathing, or a cockney sports- 
man out fishing or shooting, or a music- 
hall masher, or an ancient Greek philo- 
sopher, or an auctioneer, or twenty other 
characters in the same piece, for he is 
everything in turn and nothing long, 
he is the cause of continual and spas- 
modic merriment. I am informed that 
there is scarcely a performance of his 
without a surprise for the audience, 
and equally so i those who are on the 
seene with him. 
Miss Cissre Lorrvs 
is capital with her 
imitations of pop- 
ular vocalists, and 
Mr. Epmunp Payne 
as something or 
other it doesn’t 
matter a bit what, 
as he has nearly as many changes of costume as 
Mr. Anrnur Rosenrs—is very droll, The dan- 
cing, of course, is good, and Miss Lovise Mon- 
TAGUE ought to be able to do a great deal more 
than she does, if she ever gets a chance in either 
Comic Opera or Opéra Bouffe. It is a pity that 
Miss Mitre Hyxrow should in one of her songs 
suggest an inevitable comparison between her 
ind Ne.iie Farren in the latter's inimitable 


Street Arab, written by the late Ronert Rerce, and marvellously 
sung and acted by Miss NELire as Aladdin. Miss Hytton might he 
very well satisfied with the success of her ‘* Jaager Longer Loo!” 
which is still in the full swing of its popularity. 
**T hear,” said one Royal Academi- > 

cian to another R.A., but which Royal i 

A. it was, and who was the other K.A., 
I have quite forgotten, “‘I hear that 
you like my pictures, but you describe 
my skies as‘ putty.’” *“* Well, my 
dear fellow,” returned Tother K.A., 


pleasantly, ‘I own I did. But—I’m ~ 


rery fond of putty.” 8o of the Gaiety ‘“_—7 A TNO z 
toe aan aladematel ak (GH, |\ ex 
piece and players with ArTHuR Roperts ‘'; Gf 

i : 


~ 


at their head ; it is 
mere child’s play; 
it is like children in 
the nursery dress- 
ing up, saying 
** Now L’ll preten 
to be so-and-so, 
or acting eccentric 

scenes with their ’ 

toy theatre and shoving on any characters in any 
costume, letting them do anything without 
rhyme or reason, but always funnily, absurdly 
funnily, and all done in the best of all possible 
spirits. I am very fond of such nursery enter- 
tainments: and the Gaiety Theatre might well be 
styled “* The Nursery of the Stage,” with Anruvr 
Roverts as the big baby, the absurdest, whimsi- 
calest, comicalist, laughablest baby of them all. 


DY ANS 


‘4 


” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P 


House of Commona, Munday Mar: A 12 I nusual bustle in be th 


Houses to-day Remember in days gone by how Josern GILLI*, in 

rse of all-nicht sitting, repaired to Library, stretched himself on 
two chairs, slept the sleep of the just, turned up again in House at 
six o'clock in the morning, “ feeling,” as he said, “like a giant 
refreshed.” Longest Session on record having been balanced (on 
Cnuartes Lawn’s principle of attendance at office) by shortest recess 


er \ wh. Members come back to-day so many giants refreshed. 


Sat through lays and nights in Session that closed last Monday ; 
beginning afresh this Monday ready to sit on till Christmas Eve, 

One place vacant—at least, filled by another. Mr. G. will no more} 
he seen on Treasury Benel In his seat towers the colossal figure of | 
the Seuire or MaLwoor 

ve said the Sarrer, as we shook hands with all the warmth 
engendered by prolonged absence of six days, “ both Houses under 


entirely new management Hope we shall do well ; certainly failure 
will not result from lack of effort. Don’t know which has the harder 
task, Roseneny, with a majority of six to one against him: or me, 

h a nominal majority of 36 behind me. Have offered Sacer 
ry Qveew Awwe's Gate to Rosenerny. Might create him Baron 
[wickenuam of Pope’s Villa, Rosreeny says better leave things 
us they are. Dangeous experiment to make a Radical a Peer. 
Within twelve months the Sacre would drift towards the Dukes, 
und Twickenaam would be counted among the Dissentient 
Liberala.”’ 

‘ Well,” I said, ‘ your majority at least is all right. If it pulled 
through such a Session as the last it will do anything. Certainly 
youn ve lost MARJORTBANKS, 
a Heaven-born whip. But 
ELtis is a capital fellow, 
and, moreover, ‘ Bosnry’ 
sticks to the old ship. With 
Youth at the prow and Exiis 
at the helm, she’ll travel 
far.” 

“Ah!” said the Squrre, 
stroking his chin, a troubled 
look crossing his ingenuous 
countenance, ‘* but the worst 
of our majority is that it’s 
always threatening to split 
. tobe up. Our little household is 
in a chronic state of giving 
a month's notice. There's the Irish (ook, represented by Jonwn 
Repwonp and the rest of the Muses, gives notice that unless we do 
something impossible he'll leave. Then the Welsh housemaid writes 
to say if she’s obliged to go to church on Sundays she won’t stay in 
the place. Even the Seotch Butler threatens to go unless we, inter 
alia, veto the opportunities of other people to get whuskey when 
they want it. I’ve often thought, dear Tony, that if I started in 
business again with any prospect of reaching the position of Leader, 
| should come out as a Tory. Look at Prince Artuvr's happy 
lot It’s rare, indeed, that anyone on his side kicks over 
traces. If they do, the Paryce has only to hint that if this sort of 
thing goes on he'll go o#. Thereupon, stamping and rearing cease ; 
the truculent ‘Neigh, Neigh!’ becomes the disciplined ‘ Yea, 
Yea.’ At best of times it’s no easy thing to drive the Liberal 
coach, Just now, with the road up in many places, and the team 
restive, it’s pec uliarly hard for a new coachman.” 

Business done, (pening of New Session. 


“ 





Mrs. Grundy’s View of It. 


Ou, fudge, Mré. Crackanruonre! Fie, fie, Miss Crrre! 
Girls over the pales of Propriety bolting ? 
Kick over my chaperon traces? Oh, stuff! 


rhis ** Revolt of the Daughters” is simply—revolting ' 


Anctic Poto.—Mr. Jackson will take on his Arctic Expedition 
some horses of the Russian Tundra Country. The Times speaks of 
them a wiry little animals,” and adds that “if they cannot be 
ised for draught purposes, they will be readily convertible into food.” 
Rare beasts! Good for work when alive, and, when killed, equally 
svailable for food or for drink, ¢.¢. “* draught purposes,” > 


From Our Own Geyerat Exam. Parer (with Answer by Our 
First-Class Stoopid).—Q. Give the oc upation and business of a 
Stevedore. Ans, He is a great personage in a Spanish Bull-fight, 
and comes in before the Matadore. If the Stevedore doesn’t kill the 
bull, the Matadore does, if he can. 


MONSIEUR RIP AT ASNIERES. 
(4 Legend of the Boat-race.) 


Monsrevr Rip, when he closed his eyes on the banks of the Seine 
at Asniéres, was wearing a boating costume of the latest mode. 
There had been pictures of him in the print shops of the Rue de 
Rivoli, and he had accepted them as faithful — : 

*“* Yes,” said he, as he glanced at one of these engravings; “* m 
dress is not exaggerated. I have high boots like those worn by Life 
Guards in ‘Old England ’ and the Cent Gards 
of the Second Empire. Yes; and my stiff linen 
shirt, and my even stiffer linen collar, is admir- 
ably represented. Again, here are my buckskin 
breeches, and my lavender kid gloves, and my 
delicately tinted necktie, and my artistically 
arranged button-hole. I am here to the life, 
It is the costume of the French boating-man! 
Long live France!” 

So said Monsieur Rip before closing his eyes 
and dreaming his dream. Then came his vision. 
He saw in his sleep delegates from England 
coming to Paris and teaching his countrymen 
how to row, and how to train for ie | His compatriots were 
initiated in the mysteries of the tub, and the advantages of the 
matutinal scamper. He could not make it out. It was contrary to 
the traditions of the race. He was quite the “ sporting man,” but 
then it was a “‘ sporting man” of his own particular pattern. When 
he went a hunting it was with a short sword and a huge horn. 
When he raeed he chose August fur hurdles and other obstacles. 

After a while he came to himself. He rubbed his eyes. Where 
were the pleasure-boats of his delightful Asni¢res, with their cargo 
of long-booted swains and elegantly attired damsels? Where were 
his counterparts and their companions ? ey had gone. It was 
early morning, and there he saw a sight which fairly filled him with 
amazement. He noticed a number of athletes, clad in flannels 
running steadily round a cinder-path, evidently doing a fixed 
distance. They looked like thorough Joun Buiis, and had not a 
soupcon of the petit-maitre who used so frequently to be the model 
of the artists of the boulerards. 

““Why Jvures, Atpnonse, Gustave!” cried the astonished 
Monsieur Rip. ‘* What are you doing ’” 

JvuLEs stopped, but the others went on. 

** We are training for the great boat-race between London and 
Paris,” explained Jutes. ‘“‘I ean give you a few minutes, as I am 
in the centre of the boat, and need not keep down my weight to the 
limit of those others,”’ 

“I am glad to see you, my dear friend,” said Monsieur Rip. 





‘*And you must breakfast with me. A mouthful of soup, a sole | 


” 


a la Normande, a ragoiit of — 
Stop, stop!” interrupted Jutes. ‘* I had my breakfast at eight, 
and our coach doesn’t allow kickshaws. I have to practise for a 
couple of hours.” 
‘** But it is raining, my dear friend,” cried Monsieur Rip. ‘* You 
surely will not run the risk of spoiling your clothes with the rain. 
For you cannot row with an umbrella.” Jvuies laughed, and said 


that he did not cure a jot for a ducking. On the contrary, he | 


liked the rain, as it made the river “ nice 
and wet.” 

‘“* And you have adopted the manners and 
customs of Albion the Perfidious?’” con- 
tinued Monsieur Rrp, 

**Don’t you call names,” said JuLes, 
indignantly. ‘Our friends, the English, 
are particularly good fellows, and we like 
them. ‘A fellow-training makes us won- ~ 
drous kind,’ to adapt SHAKSPEARE to the ~ 
emergencies of the moment.” 


“ 





_““You mean SHAK-IS-PEARE, the great 
VItiraMs *”’ 


‘‘T mean what I say, and nothing else,” said downright Jvxzs. | 
‘It seems to me, old chap, you are slightly out of date. You are | 


‘the Frenchman for laughter,’ which is as scarce as the ‘ Anglais 
pour rire.’ Come, I can waste no more time on you. So good-bye.” 

‘** But I have been asleep for twenty years,” cried Monsieur Rr. 
** What had I better do ?’ 

“Why, go to sleep again, as the world has caught you up and 
passed you. France is no longer the laughing-stock of England. 
* Mossoo’ is out of date, and we know how to hold our own.” 

So Monsieur Rip, seeing that he was “ not in it,” took JuLes’s 
advice, and commenced a fresh slumber. 


APPROACHING FrInanciaL Crisis,—On Saturday, the 17th instant, 
there will be a great run on two well-known banks. Don’t be panic- 
stricken! ‘tis the day fixed for the University Boat-race. 
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SUNLIGHT SOAP COMPETITIONS. 


232,000 Prizes of Bicycles, Watches, and £ I 
Books, value : 
The First of these Monthly Gomeeetens will be held on January 31st, 1894, to be followed 
by others each month during 1894. 
Competitors to rave as many “SUNLIGHT” Scap Wrappers as ow can collect. Cut off the 

portion of each wrap “o> 9 portion containing the heading “SUNLIGHT SOAP.” These (called the 
- ** Coupotis ") are to be sent, enclosed with a sheet of paper on which the Competitor has written his or her 
fail name and address, and the number of coupons sent in, postage paid, to Messrs. Lever Brothers, Limited, Port Sunlight, near 
Dirkenhead, marked on the Postal Wrapper (top left-hand corner) with the NUMBER of the DISTRICT Competitor lives in, 





To. of 


. dom will be The Prizes will be awarded every month during in each of the 
Dis For Gta Comanitiios 8 the he Patios inate * om nee 1604, 
ae Every month, in each of the 8 districts, the 5 Com- 
a se disulce in'which Seay rerey wi each ect 
the strict w res w each receiv 
7 STAN: RTI WO RS ig 
, a cle, w res, value £20 
3 MIDDLESEX, KENT, and SURREY. The next 20 Com mapethers wil Wis at win. 
ner’s option, a s or Gent's ** tham’’ Stem- 
4 NORTHUMBERLAND, DURHAM, Winding Sliver Lever Watch, value £4 4 
and YORKSHI IRE. The Sext 200 Competitors will each swsstve 6 Book, 
P y published at §s. 
5 CUMBERLAND, WESTMORELAND, The next Competitors willeach receive a Boo 
LANCASHIRE, and ISLE OF MAN: | published at 300 C4 petitor cote ‘, 
© WALES cnesune STAFFORD. aoe Sane 400 Competitors ¥ will each receive a Book, 
-1| publis at 2s. 
HIRE, SHROPSHIRE, W The mext 500 Competitors will each receive a Book, 
A. RS HI E, MONMOUTHSHIRE, published at 2s.... 
EREPORDSHIRE. The next 1,000 © Competitors will cach receive « a Book, 
——_——__—_—— published at 1s. ee 
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i Pe WAR . I. The Competitions will Close the last day of each month. Coupons 
received too late for one month's competition will be put into the next. 

II. Competitors who obtain wray 4 from unsold soap in dealer's — 
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4 NS they fam cabied. Emp! or ees essrs. Lever Brothers, Limited 
are debdarred from competing. 
NSHIRE, BEDFORDSHIRE, ’ rinted list of Winners of Bit yeles and Watches, and of Winnin 
XFORDSHIRE. Xaniten Coupons for Books in Competitor's District will be forwarded, 2 
— each competition closes, to those competitors who send Halfpenny 
ties or Postage, but in all cases where this is done, “ Stamp enclosed” 
be written on the form. 
Iv. Messrs. Lever Brothers Stated, uO onan’ ¢ the prires fairly to the 
best of their ability and j but it is anderetoo4 that all who compete 
pont beh pant Mesars. ee as tee nal. 
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OF ALL DEALERS 


Martell’s 


we 7 


Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


CARRIAGE PAID TO ANY ANDRESS IF 
ORDERED THROUGH ONE OF THE AGENTS 
OF THE COMPANY. 


WOTTLED IN COGNAC. 


Cay ¥ BE OBTAINED AUR oy hs Canoe ORN VINE 


(ANADIAN “oC. 0. M.” 


A Crmovs Oto Mar. 
Distil ed . y 
by . or finest of DUBLIN 


Veram 


~ wis seer ees 





‘? 


- . 
* 
2 . 
"*aen.% 


out years’ extablishe! 
reputation. 





Cases of 1 doz. bottles free 
to all Railway Stations on 


<rer Ln 1986 make, if wae Goreors, Rottled . Z ye at Oe, 


‘otted under Guvern tJ — Merchants %* ANDREWS & co., 


Landon meen: 6 & 7 NORE LANA, B.C. - DAME 8T., DUBLIN, 
To SMOKERS. Fole raticen of the 


FLOR DE DINDICUL, ixivan tron “vld only in 1-ounee Packets, and 2. 4. @-ounce. and 1-Ib. Tins. which keep the Tohaceo te fine emoking O. M. Brand, 
ef cxqnihte Sevedr ond Stee. **Concclesrun condition. Ask at all Tobacco Sellers’, Stores, &e., and take no other. Letes Office— 


Frrgunge them Detter thas Havannaghe.”— Won, SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. E> Seen Seecee, Svee 
oii ahrand, bh Chenptide: Lawton ‘eat it The Genuine bears the Trade-Markt, “Nottingham Castle,” os every Packet and Tis. pay 
—————-— | PLAYER'S WAVY CUT CICARETTES, is Packets and Tins only, containing 12, 94, 60, snd 100. 


The following extract from the “ Review or Reviews,” Nov., 1600, is of interest to every Pmoker: 
THE PIPE IX THE WORK HOUSE.—The picture drawn by our Helper of the poor old man in the 
« ork house, puffing away at an empty pipe. has touched the hearts of some of our correspondents. One 
« ho dates from the High Alps, and signs himself “ Old Screw,” says: “I have been struck with your sug- 
gestion in the October number of the Review or Reviews for a scheme to supply smokers im union work- 
bowtes With tobacco. | am afraid, judged by the ordinary standards, | am the most selfish of mortals, as1 
aS ee cae oen purposes of so-called charity, but this bone 
oe. @ hardened and inveterate smoker. Were | in London, i would at once start acoliecting-box 
Te cahwep oeaumen for &% on my vu 
Compets me to be a w 


amé would like to 
usta’ NAVY CUT’ (this 
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NICOLL. 


OUTFITTER. LADIES’ TAILOR TO THE ROYAL FAMILY. 
114 To 120, REGENT STREET, & 22, CORNHILL, LONDON. 


PARIS: 29 and 31, RUE TRONCHET. 
5 LEY &ST.. MANCHESTER. 89, NEW S8T., BIRMINGHAM. 50, BOLD 8T., LIVERPOOL 


THE LARGEST SELECTION OF MATERIALS IN LONDON. 








GE NTLE aeeEEN. LADIES 
CITING £3 3s. COATINGS, OVERCOAT- NicoLtt’s Sarety Ripinc Hapits render 
1 TROUSERINGS of the best manufactare. lragging absolutely impossible, 
- famed OVERCOATS; every de- NICOLL'’s SPECIALITE tailor-made CosTuMEs in 
neluding the new original designs from five-and-a-half guineas, 





“THE PRESENT MOMENT IS A POWERFUL DEITY.”—écethe, 


What enables us to form a Correct Estimate of the PRESENT, PAST, and FUTURE? 
EXPERIENCE: Without, you are Rudderless! 
What commands the Faith of this Life? CHARACTER AND HONESTY OF PURPOSE! 


THE FATHER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS, 


AN INCIDENT IN HIS FIRST CANVASS. 
‘Tell im to Chalk hia Name on the Counter, and your Father shall ask his Character.’ 


If I were asked to account in a sentence for his great popularity, I should say it was his great urbanity, his fidelity to true Liberalism, 
his love of independence, and his unimpeachable character. During his first canvass (about sixty years ago) Mr. Villiers and two friends 
entered a small shop at Willenhall that had been left in charge of a young girl. On learning their business the damsel shouted upstairs, 

Mother, here's a gentleman as is come for father’s vote for Member of Parliament.’ To this a voice from above made answer, ‘Tell ’im to 
halk his name on the counter, and your FATHER SHALL ASK HIS CHARACTER.’ ‘Thank you, ma’am,’ shouted the candidate; after 
which. turning to his companions, he said, ‘Book that for me; I am as certain of it as if it were already given.’”’—Newcastle Chronicle. 


RUSSIA'S ADVANCE TOWARDS INDIA. = , __ FEVERISH COLDS, CHILLS, FEVERS, 
XVERSATIONS WITH SKOBELEFP. BLOOD POISONS, THROAT IRRITATION, ETC, 
Bokhara is a wretc —_ o Rhas live in.’ DRAWING AN OVERDRAFT ON THE BANE OF hen 
According to his account e anate is so I 1 
cciealthy that « Mussan’ occupation is only Late, Hear, Faget, Unnatural, Bestentnt, Breing 
possible by the a matic, and other Blood Poisons, Fevers, Feverish’ Colds, Colds, 
AID OF ENO’ Ss FRUIT SALT. - Influenza, Sleeplessness, Biliousness, Sick Headache, Skin 


Eruptions, Pimples on the Face, Want of A ite, Sour- 
We ought to be friends. . Why should . pps 


a f ness of Stomach, ete. 
two FE opean owers quarr over a ew 
Acatics? WE OUGHT TO BE FRIENDS. USE ENO’S “FRUIT SALT.” 


WE S(RONGLY WISH IT. It is England’s ’ it i 
hostility that provokes our advances more 38 prevents Diarrhess, and removes it im the early stages. 





than anything else.”’—C. Marvis, p. IT is crnesammt, AND iv HEALTH-CIVING, 
AIRO Sinee my arrival in Egypt in August last, REFRESHING, AND ICORATINC. 
C I ha m three i acon, been = acked ty _- You cannot overstate its great value in keeping the blood pure 
ve first cecason lay in hospital for six weeks. The and free from disease. 
ast attacks have bees completely repulsed in “ short time Importaxt TO ALL “Ty have recently ret 
: . » urned from a 
he use of your A. -ae FR oe a r vide teal tour through Australia and New Zea where I enjoyed 
we my present health, at the very least, if not my life tee lect health, owing, I believe, to my always havin ENO'S 
Heartfeit gratitude for my restor rs yey —— add rsd XS apn SALT’ in constant use. "Twas , in New Zone 
sod in eo doing | feel that | am mut obeying t A a 
' m ry, to pay 5s. per bottle ton ENO’S ‘ FRUIT 
» i — “yeth May,” y pas 5% Em rc SALT Pin preference to imitations w were offered by 
' 4 cars. an =r.< ated Chemists and Storekeepers at lower prices. For sea-sickness it 
I used your vat ~ SALT’ freely in avi , severe is invaluable, pene aaa 100, 000 miles of journeying I have 
{ feve ar have every reason to say relieve it ‘ 
= “BOOK THAT FOR ME.” crvers ha i nene nem fa clei fee aes Poems 





| etanibe only at ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, 8.E., by J. C. ENO’S PATENT. 








FRAISINE. C( HAIR 
LEA & PERRIN’ © AceSecreee|TATLEE-KIZ | GOLREN RAE 





In dud Gold Enamel Hoxes, post free is id 
_FRANKS & ©O., ®, _ Basreusar, Low pos, nC 


| The Origizal and Genuine “ Worcestershire Sauce.” | THE SMALL HINDOO PEN. ots ty ee 
| For HOT and COLD ; JUST OUT g | sents: &. novennen @ SONS, Loxpos. 



























MEATS, 
GRAVIES, <= FINEST TURKISH BLEND. | gyygpe Soni sine 
SALADS, With bligee point. in by amy Lt ands, | OF ALL TOBACCOMISTS. Fivoat Cough ranch 
SOUPS, “The Mindoo Penis inestimable” —Newry Reporte, | WM. CLARKE AND SON,| CUBEB ues sect sett 
GAME. 4. snd ie por Box, at ail Stationra | LONDON AND LIVERPOOL. eer earer cea 
FISH, — Pe me - ae CIGARETTES. Savaresse's Sandal Wood 01 
WELSH MACNIVEN & CAMERON, LIQUEUR OF THE yw 
- | Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 
RAREBITS, . NLL | Penmakers to Her Majesty + Government Offices. | (ide. CHARTREUSE. HOOP! NG COUGH, 
&c., &e. le ——— | This delicious Liquear, which has CROUP. 
A, Xan: ALL FAT p SE 
oha “fF Ind EOPLE any Bye. wr ane preventing oreperta, can meticine. Bele Wiclecale Sea. we Eowsnos & 
auumneaen on Ee phous! Ad tobe THALENS TABLETS 5S (Rept) Merchants. tapeughows | Rineden “and ot Se oss te wt teee bani s bottle. 
and Original "rk Thine vo %, Kacbury Voncment. te touen™ Seer Sra A | Kew York—Fououns Gon North William Street. 
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